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A FORCIBLE PROTEST. 


“ Totlie and Lardi being so fond of Valentines, Poor Pa’s offer to escort them round the town ona sight-seeing expedition was, as could only have been expected, 
cagerly snapped up by the two girls. I think now, though, that they regret their temerity, as it will probably lead to their appearance in a police-court. Although 
Dad was quite right to protest against his well-known features beiny caricatured in comic valentine, I think he might have done it a little less forcibly. At anyrate, 
he was eventually arrested, together with Tottie and Lardi. The girls, I understand, are charged with being accessories before and after the fact.” —Toorsit. 


EASILY PLEASED. THE BODKINS. 


| ay x TM 


A GENTLEMAN named Oliver Bodkin, possessing a fine 
estate near Tuam, Ireland, in 1741, had two sons by tw 
wives. The youngest son was a mere child. The elder son, 
John, was sent to Dublin to study the law, whilst the other 
remained at home with his parents, 

The young man led a wild, dissipated life in Dublin, and 
totally neglected his studies, returning when his means were 
exhausted to reside in lodgings near his father's place of 
abode. The father allowed him a certain annual sum for 
his support ; but as he lived beyond his allowance, and was 
soon plunged into debt, he demanded further assistance. 
Hlis father, however, refusing to accede to his wishes, he 
determined on taking a horrible revenge, and included his 
mother-in-law in his proposed scheme of vengeance, as he 
imagined that she, whom he knew disliked him, had induced 
his father to refuse him any more aid. 

To this end he induced his cousin, Dominick Bodkin, a 
ruftian of the name of Burke and another called John Hogan 
who was his father’s shepherd, to assist him in the intende 
murders. These villains accordingly went to Mr. Bodkin’s 
house and found the household, which consisted of four men 
and three women servants, exclusive of Mrs. Bodkin and 


fa ‘ the youngest son and a gentleman named Lynch, who was 
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murdered them. Lele then entered the kitchen, where they killed 
the maidservants, and hunting down the men in different parts of 
the house, slew them also, Having perpetrated these eleven 
murders they stole away again unobserved, and when some people 
came hext morning to speak to Mr, Bodkin on business, they found 
the house open and the dead body of Mr. Lynch lying near the 
door, an@ near it that of Mrs. Bodkin, hacked and mangled in a 
shocking manner, and at a small distance her husband with his 
throat cut and the child lying dead across his breast. The throats 
of the maidservants in the kitchen were all cut, and the man- 
servants were found elsewhere murdered, The wretches had even 
been so wanton in their cruelty as to kill all the dogs and cats in 
the house. 

These atrocities naturally excited the utmost horror in the 
neighbourhood, and, indeed, all the country round, and it was not 
long, owing to his notoriously bad character, before suspicion fel! 
upon John Bodkin, Taken into custody he confexsed, and 
impeached his accomplices, who were also taken and lodged in 
Tuam Gaol, 

The shepherd, Hogan, then confessed that he had murdered two, 
but that, thinking to preserve the boy to whom he had been foster- 
father, he besmearcd him with blood and laid him near his father, 
Dominick, perceiving him to be alive, killed him,and he afterwards 
murdered five more, Jolin Bodkin owned that he and Burke 
killed the remainder, that he had formerly attempted to poison his 
mother-in-law, and that he was concerned with his first cousin, 
John Bodkin, then living, and Frank Bodkin, lately dead, in 
suffocating Dominick Bodkin, their brother, heir to John Bodkin 
of Carobegg to an estate of nine hundred a year, 

This cuse could not be proved, but of the wholesale slaughter 
John, the parricide, Dominick and Hogan pleaded guilty, aud all 
were condemned and executed at Tuam on the 26th March, 1742. 
The head of the shepherd was fixed on Tuam market-house, and 
the bodies of the others gibbeted within sight of the house where 
these atrocious barbarities had taken place. 

ci . * * ° 
LAITEST FROM THE ORRRRERIES. 

Sumthink feertle iss apning. The korps av krorl out off the 
bocks an iss a krorlin under the bedd ware we ar conceel. The 
Sho lain Shokker krorl under first, an is neerest the worl, I am 
neerest the Krorlin Korps. 


(Newt week, The Tragedy of Charles Lamb's Life”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough te contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose louse stamps. 


Sorry that at preacnt, TAFFY, We have not the apace to epare, 
Paternoster’ Row, SUBSCRIBER—Wo not know exactly where, 
Glad to hear it, DistaxtT READER; Write and tell us all the 
news, ALLY cannot help tt, YOLLAND; You're acquainted with 
his views, Only too delighted, CARRIE, Thanks for cutting, 
G.H.C. Not just now, we thank you, ARTIST. Auch obliged for 
letter, BEE. Very, very funny, RELIC; Jt shall havea place, of 
course, For appreciation, thank you, TEN Y Ars’ MEMBER OF THE 
Force. As you please ; we fancy, PATRICK, You would have tu 
pay the same. Yow are right, ANOTHER READER, J/e ts not 
unknown to fame, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


borwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. @d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“HE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Shove Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Hooksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at vur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE La BANQUE. 


—_—_—_————- 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death ina Lailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED « copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HaLr- 
Houipay ” be fond upon the Deccased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLoPen's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout. the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


——_>—_———_ 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


At the Gaicty Bar, 
De Masher. Aw—the fact is—er—er—my deah boy—er—er—I do 
not—er—er—altogether like the spirit of the English press. 
Inkicus (with a rapid look down the bar), Well, no, I'm inclined 
ton with you; [don't think that whisky is such a wholesome 
drink as some people try to make gut. 


s 

Some girls do say nice, kind little things anent the other pretty 
darlingkins. ‘* Lor’!" said Hemma, to the Whitechapel Johnnie 
“it's quite safe to kiss Jemima Anne in the dark, for if she did 
squeal out it would only be taken for one of them Great Eastern 
fog-signals. Pity she never learnt how to projuce her top notes 
proper, ain't it?" es 

* 
, Dipper. Tow old should you say Robinson was? 

Nipper, Oh, he looks quite young. 

Dipper. Yes, he looks young ; but you see him put away his 
whisky and soda—that took him a year or two to learn, I know. 


* 
WHEN someone sings 0 song in I'rench, 
The loudest laugh is heard 
Within the music-hall, from him 
Who doesn't know a word. 


Benevolent Old Lady (rhs han Just given sixpence to beggar). 
aa pow tell me, my poor man, what brought you to this sad 
t. 
, Mendicant. Religion, mum. It smashed up my business. 
Reneralent Old Lady (shocked). Religion ! 
Mendicant. Yes, mum. I wasn ‘oss dealer, 


s 

Dentist. Look here, Jane, I don’t want to say anything unkind, 
you know, but I really must ask you not to practise your singing 
during my business hours. 

Daughter. Why, father, you can't hear me in the surgery, can 
you? 

Dentist, No, but they can in the waiting-room. Thomas tells 
me three people left this morning under the impressién one of 
my patients was giving vent to those awful shrie. You'll ruin 
me if it gets about I give all that pain. 
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week to start with.” 

nchance to rise?” “Yes; I shall 
want you here at five o'clock every 
morning.” 


Young Actor, Ycs, there was quite a “frost “ at the theatre last night, 
Elderly Friend (joeularly). Any skating, ch? 
Young Actor. Skating? Rather! I never saw an audience skate off more 


quickly in my life! 


Mal de mare, or perhaps ouly a little 


hoarse, 


6 Bt 


“Honld yer eqnawking, ye ould 


roceter! Wait till Oive wrung 
yer neck, and ye van make as niucl 
us ye luike,” 


[Saturday, February 16, 1995, 


Office of the “ Wuzzleways Tickler.” 
ranger Who are all those seedy-louking men hanging aro, ; 
over there. 
Clerk, What, those fellows? Oh, they're only undertakers’ ¢.,,,;, 
Stranger. Undertakers’ touts! Why, what are they doing };,,;,.! 
clerk, Oh, waiting to shove their cards on to the folks yj, 
come to batter the editor. *,° ‘ia 


It is not generally known, but yet none the less it is truth st)... 
lute, that the girls are so sweetly nlump in Berlin, that the {.;. 
and aft of the tram-cars are made «2 india-rubber, so that they .:,; 
expand automatically and make room for any extra squeezin:, 


s 
Snith, Well. thank heaven, in my great trouble, I have fois:,; 
one true friend. 
Brown, Who is that? 
Smith, Jones. Noble fellow! When I told him that Thad 1... 
all my money in that infernal Lunar Railway Company, he w:is ti. 
only man who did not say, “I always told you so. 


* 
“ Put your shoulder to the wheel,” is a maxim very wise, 
And the goodness of the counsel is what nobody denies. 
But pedestrians who go 
On our highways to and fro 
Want the bicyclists that maxim’s force to feel : 
For the “scorching” cyclist fiend 
Has a reputation gleaned 
For putting ether people's shoulders to his wheel ! 


s 

Economically-inclined Elderly Lady, Cadman, you know very 
well indeed that your fare is only eighteenpence—it is well uni; 
the three miles. 

Expostulating Jehu. Bless yer soul, mum, I didn't think as vo, 
entedts be taken for New Zealand mutton, that you wanted to Le 
carried so bloomin’ cheap. *,* 

Stern Employer, Mr. Quilldriver, I understand that you are very 
much in debt. — Pray how is this? ; 

Mr. Quilldriver, It is unfortunately true, sir ; but—er—er—it ia 
all owiag to other people. *,* 


No fellow can be more beloved than our own dear Edwin. Poot 
Susan, she never can part from him for an hour without sobbins 
her dear little heart out on his manly buzzum. “ In fact,” said he, 
“it's beginning to get a little too thick sometimes. Before 1 -:y 
good-bye on the door-mat I've to put on 9 waterproof to prevent 
the tears from spoiling my bally clothes.” 


* 
First Man, Bevideely, seems to be as fond of his wife ns ever, 
Seeond Man, Yes, all her fortune was settled strictly on her. 
ss 
s 
Guest, How well your husband sings. 
Hostvas (pleased ), You think so? 
Guest, Oh, yes ; his imitation just now of the weak-voiced tenvz 
trying to sing in Italian made me laugh till 1 cried. 
[And it wasn't till she found later that the song wasn't an imita. 
tion at all that she understood her hostess's sudden coolness, 
« ss 
s 
Springley, 1 say, old fettow, l—i'm deuced hard up; do you 
think you can manage to spring half a quid fora day or two, 
alequaintance, Very sorry, old man, but the spring's broke. 


id 
Ox Valentine's Eve there be grins of delight 
On the faces of valentine vendors, 
And chuckles and chortles of gratified spite 
Emanate from the valentine senders. 
But on Valentine's Day, when the postman com:s 
round 
And each terrible valentine tenders, 
What vicious and venomous strength may be 
found 
In the tingers of valentine renders! 
zs 


s 
At the Ball. 
He. Won't you have your cloak over your shoulders? It’s very 
driughty just here ; you may take cold. : 
Fair Actress. Thanks, no; there’s not much fear of that. I've 
been playing boys’ parts for the last tive years, 


ss 
* 


Ineurance Agent. V'm sorry to say, sir, that the company les 
declined to issue.a policy on your life. 

lpplicant. Why, is the doctor's report unfavourable? : 

Insurance Aqent, Oh, vot at all, but ee sce we have beca tu) 
you occasionally act as referee at football matches, 

ss 
* 

Sur's that fond of romping, is that there Eliza Jane, that at 
Christmas time last she said she wished she could have been bern 
with ten mouths instead of one, so that she could thorous!: 
appreciate the mistletoe more properly. 

bal 


s 
Snipper. Where are the Walkers? 1 haven't seen anything vf 
them for a month past. 
Snapper. Oh, en gone to Madeira for the winter. 
Saipper, Well, Ul be hanged! there's no accounting for taste: 
but, as far as I'm concerned, 1 can get all the winter 1 want 
London. ome 
a 


Inquisitive. Which do you prefer for club members—bachelors 
or married men? 
Club Scerctary. Oh, married men, unquestionably. They appt 
cinte peace, quiet and comfort so much more than bachelors do. 
s 


Dribbica, That joke of yours in Lunch is awfully good, old min, 

Neribbles. Y-c-s, it’s not bad. Everyone is surprised that try 
published it. ae 

* 


Wuy do men tell us that mothers-in-law 
Are creatures to hold in abhorrence and awe? 
Yor readers of comics are stoutly agreed, 
While papers like “SLOPER” and Judy they read, 
‘That mothers-in-law can give birth to more mirth 
Than all other quecr creatures existing on earth. 
So why do men tell us that mothers-in-law 
Are creatures to hold in abhorrence and awe? 

s* 


s 
Sister. Then you didn't go to the matinee after all, Georze? 
Brother, Not 1, L can sce a girl in a coal-scuttle bonnet any 
s¢ 


“THAT girl ought to make a good housewife—why, she ur" 
goes about without a ready threaded needle and a pair of scis-cl™ 
“Yes, that’s all right, but she oughtn’t to be too loving, ought =" 
though?” “Why not?” “Because if she was too loving. \)" 
know, if she was always seated on her husband’s lap, those nee" 
and scissors wouldn't be the best afternoon tea for Bis ten-and-s3° 
penny-a-pair covered limbs, would they?” 


ft 


HOW TO SAYE MONEY- 


READ 
WARHAWKS; 
Or, the Mysteries of the City: 
And Icarn the tricks of Fraudulent Advertisers and Bogus Coranancs 
Now Appearing Weekly in 


LAR ES ! 
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TOOTSIE WHITECHAPEL WAY. 
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Let us call the first hansom and hie us to Villa beatiw Marix de 
Matfellon, otherwise tee 3; but that is how old Stow says 
oF t used to be called in the time of 
Richard the Second. There were 
no hansoms then, or what a mouth- 
ful it would have been for the fare! 

Let us to Whitechapel, and why 
not?) Mr. Daniel Defoe, the author 
of Robinson Crusoe, lived for un 
while in the High Strect when the 
plague raged at the west end of 
the City, as did also Mr. Brandon, 
who cut off Charles the First's 
head; and Mr. Parker, who started 
the mutiny at the Nore; and Mr, 
Wainwright, who murdered a wo- 
man who troubled him and buried 
her under the floor of his back 
parlour at the shop by the side of 
2 court nearly opposite the old 
Pavilion Theatre. 

Whether or not Jack the Ripper 

was n Whitechapel ratepayer I can- 
not say for certain, but L ought to 
mention one more celebrity whose 
name has descended to posterity. 
In the Public Adcertiser of Feb- 
ruary 17, 1756, there is an account 
of one Mary Jenkins, a dealer in 
old clothes in) Rag Fair, selling a 
mir of breeches to a poor woman 
‘or sevenpence and a pint of beer, 
which, while they were drinking 
together at a public-house, the 
lucky purchaser found on unripping 
the clothes, eleven guineas of gold quilted to the waistband (eleven 
Queen Anne guineas) and 2 £30 bank-note dated 1729, of which 
note tie purchaser did not learn the value till she had sold it for a 
gallon of twopenny purl. Good business ! 

But this by the way. We are off to a on the present 
occasion for the purpose of visiting the “ Drury Lane of the East,” 
whereat Mr. Isanec Cohen has produced a capital pantomime, 
written by Mr. Wilton Jones, who well understands how to manu- 
facture the proper article. Here, ns elsewhere, we find associated 
with the Babes our old friends, Robin Hood, Maid Marian, Will 
Scarlett, Little John, and Alan-a-dale, besides many other amusing 
new-comers specially manufactured for the occasion. 

According to history—or is it poetry ?—Robin Hood spent most 
of his spare time in Sherwood Forest, but down Whitechapel way 
the Forest of Epping is better known and much more handy, and 
us everything is possible and allowable in pantomime, the Forest 
Hotel at Chingford 
scems to come quite 
naturally. The 
forest. scenery, by 
the way, i3 very 


Kobin Hood; BILLIE BARLOW, 


good, 
Robin is very 
briskly _ imperson- 


ited by Miss Billie 
farlow, and the 
Maid is Miss Eunice 
Vance, and they are 
very grent favourites 
with the public. 
These coupled 
names will, no 
doubt, call back to 
the memories of 
middle-aged | Music- 
hall-goers the old 
Canterbury and the 
Strand —Music-hall, 
on the site of which 
the Gaiety Theatre 
now stands. At the 
former Sam Cowell, 
dressed in rags, was 
wont to warble, the 
Dook Snook tells me, 
«kind of topical song 
which he ee been 
singing at Evans's 
Sl or earlier. At 
: Strand Alfred Vance made his first great hit in “Slap-bang, 
here we are again.” Sometime before that he had played clown in 
i pantomime at the St. James’s Theatre. “ Billy Barlow” was so 
popular that Robert Brough introduced the character in the Comic 
Times, and ran it successtully, with pictures and verse for many 
weeks, “Billy Barlow” in a cocked hat and feathers, white 
trousers tucked into Wellington boots, and a soldier's cont, 
once figured with acrobats about the streets or on race- 
courses, 

The Babes themeelves, the Sisters Rose and Agnes Asher, are 
two wonderfully clever little girls who act and sing and dance 
wonderfully. well. Mr. George Brooks is possessed of much 
humour, and his Dame Durden lends much interest to the scenes 
in which he appears, 

Mr, George Mozart and Mr. Ernest Mozart introduce some very 
amusing items into their scenes, and the Poluskis. as Joe Ugly 

and Burglar Bill 
create roars of 
laughter. 

Mr. Isaac Cohen 
has had lots of 
experience of the 
far East, and 
thoroughly under- 
stands what the 
wise men, boys, 
and girls down 
that way require, 
and that he has 
given it them 1 
think his patrons 
will readily allow. 

) _ 1 must not, while 

I think of it, for- 
get to mention 
Miss Vere Swan. 
Dorough’s — bright 
and animated im. 
personation of 
tlerne the Hunter, 
Inte of Windsor 
Park, or Miss 
Nettie Waite as 
Will Searles. 

The new Pavilion 
Theatre is rather a 
long way olf omy 
dwelling-pliace, but 
that is my fault. It 
ae is awful weather 
When T write this), but, as [ have heard remarked, “ Seasonable.” 
Auvhow, the night [ visited Whitechapel there was a great crowd, 
aU | advise you to go as soon as you e::nand to enjoy yourself as 1 
ue No one can well complain that they do not get their money's 
Oru, 


Willie: 
Rose Asoen. 


Sissie: 
AGNES ASUER. 


Jo Vedas 


“ f Rurghe Lill: 
WILL Poneusin 


SAM PUOLUSAL, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE O34” _PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLOPER'S PILLS are made from the prescription of an 

Eminent Physician practising in the West End ot London, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Aticctions, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
i} imples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


TESTIMONIALS. 


a 20 Carlisle Mansions, Victoria, 8.W., October 22nd, 1894, 
GENTLEMEN,—T am much obliged for the SLOPE's PILLS, ‘they were 
strongly recommended by a friend, and I have much pleasure iu endorsing his 
guod opinion, I tind them a mild, effective, useful amt most excellent medicine, 
Faithfully yor CHARLES Cc sTTE. 
To Messrs. GURDEN & Co, ees mice 


3 Endymion Road, Finsbury Park, N., October 25th, 1894. 
Messrs. GURDEN & Co, 

GENTLEMEN,—On the recommendation of a friend, I gave your Pills a fair 
trial, and { found them all that can be desired. 1 suffer very wuch from an 
inactive Liver, und the many and one troubles that arise on that account, Since 
taking the piils as dirceted, I have not only been much relieved from the 
depression Tso long suffered from, but I have fet better in every way—happier 
aud brighter, and hope, with a little more rest—as I have been working at great 
}ressure for some montis, to be able to regain something of my old form. The 
liver is to me the root of all evil, or, should I say, the seat, and your Pills hai a 
marvellously beneticial effect upon this mysterions and unmanageable organ, 
They are really a blessing to mankind at large, I never mean to be without a 
box of them in the house. I am, gentlemen, yours most faithfully, 

ALFRED BRYAN. 
i P.S.—I enclose stamps for two more boxes, which please send to the above 
address. 


16 Royal Promenade, Clifton, Nr, Bristol, November 23rd, 1894, 
DEAR Strs,—Kindly forward me three more boxes of your Pills. I have 
found the greatest benefit from them—they really are genuine, I suffered from 
headaches and indigestion for several months, and tried many well-known 
remedies without relief; therefore, on the recommendation of a friend, I tried 
SLOPER'S PILLs, and am only too pleased to testify to their excellent properties. 
I shall always keep them, and recommend all my friends to do the same, knowing 
as I do their real value. If you care to publish my appreciation of the Pills you 
ure at liberty todo so, Postal onder for Pills enclosed. Yours truly. 
HARRIETT WRIGHT. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF ifE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND 932 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


98 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


A CLEAR CASE OF KNOCK-OUT. 

Jim JawbBer, Heavy-weight Champion of Everywhere between 
Ball’s Pond and the Bowery, walked into the room and tlung him- 
self wearily into a chair. Jim had been absent from home for over 
«week, but Mra. J. murmured no reproach nor even sought an 
explanation. Heavy-weight champions are not accustomed to be 
cross-examined, and Jim was no exception to the rule. Quickly 
and meekly did the little woman busy about and set supper for 
the famished giant, and when Jim had taken the rough cigs olf 
his appetite, he at last condescended to speak to her. 

“ Betsy,” said he, “ I’ve laid the bounder out !” 

Her sewing dropped from her hands, she jumped up from her 
chair, and gas with eyes and mouth alike wide open : 

“Never. Jim, you don’t mean it? 

“But Ido,” persisted Jim; “I've laid the Toffee Freezer as flat 
asa tlounder!’ 

“Oh, this joy is too great for utterance!” and the poor little 
overwrought soul threw up her arms in her great happiness and 
relapsed into hysterics. With a weary sigh—for he thought she 
might have held on till she'd heard him out—Jim emptied the 
contents of the water-bottle over her and settled down to read the 
Police Gazette till she pulled round. 

“Tell me, Jim. tell me all,” she Emplored, half an hour later, as, 
having recovered her senses “on her own,” she proceeded tu 
wring the water out of the i half of her frock. “ How did 
you manage it—was he drunk?” 

“Not a bit of it,” replied Jim ; “he never touches a drop.” 

“ Was he handcuffed, then?” : 

“No. If he'd been handcuffed he might ha’ licked me butting 
with his head.” 

“ Neither drunk nor handcuffed 2, Was he blindfolded, Jim?” 

“Now, Betsy, d’ye think I should ha’ taken him on blindfolded 
—a coon with as quick sense of smell and hearing as he has?” 

“No, Jim, [ don't. But there—I never shall guess—tell me, Jim. 
tell your own loving little missis, how you accomplished this great 
victory?” 

The champion pulled his chair a little nearer that into which 
his better half had dropped and ina cautious whisper, replied : 

“By my great gencralship, Betsy, by my wonderful generalship.” 

The little womau smiled admiringly, but did not venture to 
interupt him. 

“ Betsy, I happened to learn—and you know that a good general 
always has spies in the other camp—that he is subject, now and 
then. to fits. Fits that come on him suddenly, and last sometimes 
for tifteen or twenty minutes, Well, after waiting at a pub round 
the corner for seven whole days, I got the tip that one of these fits 
had seized him. [ waited for no more, but rushed round aud 
pounded the life half out of the bounder! ‘They've taken him off 
to the hospital, and to-morrow I shall claim the belt!” 

Words failed the little woman in which to express her unbounded 
love and admiration. She fell upon the strong man's neck and 


SLOPERIAN. STATISTICS. 

Tike Mikado of Japan. it is stated, never has a shirt washed, 
137.017 similarly aitlicted gents, without any claim to the Mikado- 
dom, yriss the end of Shoe Lane every diay, 

Aobelt of lutamanity might be placed round the globe by 
32.000,000 of people chlisping hands. A. SLoPER would call av 
meeting with a view to trying it, but fears that some of them 
would get their feet awfully wet. 5 

According to a medical paper, “Science enumerates 588 species 
of organic forms in the air we breathe.” Gee-rusalem! Just 
think of it! Every time you draw in your breath a whole 
Zovlogieal Gardens slips down your gullet! 


ah Be 


51 
THE MOTH AND THE CANDLE. 


— 


THAT's the worst of some people. They appear unable to fully 


comprehend the huge joke termed “life,” and insist on regarding 
oC oe 


it as a stern, solid 
reality; implying 
thereby not only an 
absolute — personal 
deticiency of the 
sense of humour, 
but a positive flying 
in the face of reli- 
sgion—the — revised 
version, at any 
Fate, 

Now in this case 
the moth was twen- 
ty-two, dark-haired, 
ewrnest-faced, and 
known to his inti- 
mites as“ Reggie” ; 
while the candle, 
though on the 
wrong side of eight 
and twenty, yet 
burned with all the 
resplendent lustre 
of ripe womanhood, 
and was familiar to 
her friends as 
“Baby.” 

And what a 

w man of the world 
“Baby” was! 
What a fair, sleek, 
plump, alluring nursling had she bloomed into!—for, mind 
you, she'd seen some ups and downs, had “ Baby.” The cottage 
vrné at Richmond was a slight improvement upon the Clare 
Market whelk-stall, round which she gambolled in her early 
spring; and it would not be wholly truthful to describe a 
moderately successful season or two upon the variety stage, as a 
neriod of are rose-leaves and honey. But she’d played 
ier cards well, had * Baby”; taken infinite care both of her com- 
plexion and her digestion ; and had even, it was whispered, put by 
something more appropriate for a rainy day than a mere “ gam 

And Reggie, despite the fact that his wings were alread 
seriously singed, was just the sort of young fellow a woman is 
proud to have at her feet. A shade too impassioned, and a trifle 
too earnest, perhaps; nevertheless, in such a situation are not 
these faults on the right side?) Why even “Baby,” for at least 
three-quarters of an hour, condescended to self-argue the propo- 
sition of existence with him and his paltry three hundred a year— 
for he meant no less than marriage—before she finally negatived 
it, And could 2 greater compliment spring from such a source? 
Especially when it be considered that she had already well-eaten 
her way into the 
heart of even this 
modest competence, 
Certainly there was 
his “ reading forthe 
Bar” in addition; 
and he had _ talent 
and all that sort of 
thing. _ But, then, 
at the Bar one can- 
not even earn bread 
and cheese till one 
ia past fifty, and 
what is one goin, 
todo in the interim 
—one's wife above 
all?’ No! It was 
not to be thought of, 

“It’s no earthly 
use, Reggie. I'ma 
woman of the world, 
and business is busi- 
ness; and I’ve got 
my future to con- 
sider, and | want to 
settle down. So, 
without any beating 
about the us 
you may as well 

now that I've ac- 
cepted old Yewzury, 
the diamond merchant, and skall marry him this day month, I don't 
care tuppence ” (she was not ultra-retined, this Baby’) “about his 
sixty years. He’s offered most handsome settlements, and that's wy 
game, you know ! Of course I’m very fond of you, and all that—but ! 
—," and an expressive shrug of the shoulders supine the context, 

“Of course!” echoed Reggie, slowly. “ Business is business,” 
He was very pale, but his dismissal was taken quietly. 

For this moth, in his heart of hearts, was a moth of strong 
common sense ; :nd cursed himself for the mad, unconquerable 
love he bore the candle, « ° e ° 

“Then you really think I look passable, Elsie?” 

It was the night before the wedding-day, and the bride of the 
morrow was enjoying a dress-rehearsal all to herself, 

“Passable, miss!" cried the maid, enthusiastically ; “why you 
look perfeckly ‘evingly—though I ‘ave heard as it’s unlucky to 
try ‘em on before the day itself! Now, if Mr. Reggie had only 
been going to be the bridegroon—.” 

She broke off suddenly, and they both started ; for there, in the 
open doorway, attired in deep mourning, stood Regyie himself. 


“You can run Z ‘ 
fooN ‘ > ? 
S ce i NA 


downstairs for live 
i 


In her early spring. 


“Business is business. 


minutes, Elsie, 
muttered “ Baby,” 
elevating her 
rows; and = the 
sombre visitor si- 
lently advanced. 

As the maid 
crossed the thres- 
hold there was 2 
loud report, fol- 
lowed by a piercing 
scream; snd, turn- 
ing. she beheld her 
mistress with blank 
fear-distended eyes. 
stand swaying hely)- 
lessly against the S&S 
toilette table, whilc 
from atiny hole in 
her breast the wel- 
ling life-blood was 
fast dyeing the spot- 
less purity of the 
bridal bodice with 


sminoking 
revolver, and press- 
ing the muzzle 

firmly against his forehead, pulled the trigger for the second time. 


Stand swayliay heiplessty. 


* * * * * e 
And thus perished the moth, He had likewis«. in the last mad rush 
of his wings, extinguished the candle. But that isa mere detail, 
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A BROAD HINT. 


“Tsay, Brown, what a veastly place this Swillington 
is; can't get a glass of stout for love!" “You cau for 
money.” “ But I run so short of cash.” 


©_° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


No. 378— Miss Esa DONOVAN. 


“Thrice lovely maiden, do but bid me hope.” —The Dook Snook. 
“For 1 could live for ever in her smile.” —tLord heb, 
“For life would be a dream of bliss with Elsa."— The dun, Billy. 


He, Yes; he's written a new book. It's very good: it's got four 
bally new swears in it! 
She, Oh, how bally jolly! I must read it. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


MODERN MANNERS. 


“Well, George, business calls me; I must away on to the stage and interview your 
fine boy, young George, for I see the show has commence.” Such were the ‘words 
that issued from the lips of A. SLOPER after Mr. George Conquest hal stood three 
drinks in succession in the <ilvon at the back of the circle of the Royal Surrey 
Theatre, “ A-day-os3! which is Spanish for a~doo! which is English for A. SLOPER,” 
said Mr, Conquest to himself as he watchel the Eminent’s retreating form. And 
soon A. SLOPER was in vivacious converse on the boards of the famons playhouse 
with the People of Pantomime, t-,, viz, uwamely, that is to say, Red Riding Hooa, 
otherwise charming Laura Dyson; Corydon, otherwise shapely Mand Nelson; Loy 
Blue, otherwise jolly little Dora Archer: Margery Daw. otherwise graceful Issy 
Behring, aud all the rest of ‘em. And in the big Farmyard scene A. SLOPER felt 
quite at home amongst the dainty chicks, and woulded he were a bird, that he might 
tly to all of ‘em, And then there was a fine old lady in a sun-vonnet, and A. SLOPER 
felt somehow «trawn towards her, for she reminded him of the present Mrs. Sloper in 
her prime. And A. SLOPER told her that he was there to interview George 
Conquest, Jour, and the fine oli lady startei and changed colour, “ You are 
unwell? * said A, SLOPER, anxiously. “ Let me ran out and get yon a little some- 
thing. Have you sixpence ?"—bis own bottle was empty. But the fine old lady 


THE CLIMATE AND 


eis ee ame 


-. 


Pater, So you come to asx the hand of one of my 
daughters? Which one? 


Young Man. The one you like best. 


ITS CHANGES. 


[Saturday, February 16, 1695, 


“Tis true that Mr. Grogger {s not rich: 11, 
as he is heavily insured and not at all strony, | 
think I shall marry him.”"—Extraet from Ler. 
of Young Lady. 


A. SLOPER.—GEORGE CONQUEST, Jun., Esq. 
v) 


\ 


said it was only a pin, Then A. SLOPER sail, “But where is young George?” #! 
he lifted up his voice and cried, “George! George!" and Hall, the assis 
manager, shouted, “Silence, there, will you ?” and the fine old lady gave A. Sharh: 
such a shove which seut his head and’ shoulders through a wing. Wheu be 
extricated himself she was gone. But anon, while A. SLOPER was admiring Mille. 
Estelle’s delightful dancing in the Ice Palace scene, he caught sight of the fine ol | 
laly in the crowd at the back, attired for walking, “Ah, there you are, duchy: 

cried he, gaily, making his way towards her, “don't zo yet,” for he thought shew 
about to depart from the scenes of electric light, gas and glitter, But the tine vil 
wy gave him one look and bolted. While the Transformation was on awl ev: 
body was hurrying to their dressiugerooma, he stopped an ice fiend and plaiutively 
told her that he had been looking all the evening for Mr. George eat —harl he 
seen anything of him? “Why, you have been talking to him nearly all the tim 7 
said she. “What! the fine old lady?" “The samne—Mother Hubbard. He's Ie" 
the theatre by this time.” Then A. SLopER—he really couldn't belp it, but + 4 
Was before a fiewl it didn't so much matter—uosed a naughty word, al pr Me 
his hat down weil over his eves, he issnel out ity the blizzard and inty the wear? 
pub, there to drowu his surruws in drink. 


(2) But before morn there came a thaw, and MoNab eaid, “ What a bonnie climate Scotland nit 
Saints like me; the wicked Laird was only buried in snaw heed down, an’ noo he maun be droon ay 
Phawroh in the i‘ed Sea, Let us rejoice au’ be glad!" And he earolled gaily and passed on likea sun's 


(1) There had been a pickle snaw, and the Elder, taking a short cut, was ordered off by the Laird, under the shallow pretext that 
our friend was tramplin’ doon the young grass. ‘Gang back, gang back, ye druken backslider! Deevil take ye, ye ruthless coomorant ! 
ye're aye tramplin’ on the grass, or the fine feelin’ o' somebody!" What the Elder then said, and did. necd not here be mentiuned. 


Saturday, February 16, 1895.) ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. $3 


yy 


Splegalid. Skabirs ? ree a ies 2 ; Silence BD -Srows 
je 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Good old February! Once more we are plunged into the month of billing and cooing. Why, one will try:—The dangers of our streets, indeed, Ave bad for man as well as stecd :—Once again 
though, a cold month like February should be dedicated to billing and scola, is beyond my ewr AL.P.'s, meeting, Give cach other hearty greeting :—'Tis said a scandal secthing hot About a 
comprehension. Perhaps it is because love is generally a warm subject to deal with. But to business: — Judge is in the pot :—In weather warm or weather cold, The Volunteers look rondrous bold.—The 
Not Englishmen, we're proud to say, But animals of German clay :—M. Rochefort, once more in \ot of the foot traveller is indeed a hard one. Not even on the pavement, it seems, is he safe. My 
France, Will soon his country lead'a dance :—Across the Fens the skaters fly, To win tie race each centre illustration depicts a recent incident.—-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


QauiTs 


Master, Now, look here, Mary, you shall have half a crown to 
tell me if this was sent by one of the servants or not. 

Mary (under notice tv leave). Thank you, sir, It was, 

Mluster, Ah! 1 thought so; now another half-crown if you 
tell me who, 

Mary. Yes, sir, thank you; it was me, 


Sweet Votary of St. Valentine. Oh, this is much uglicr than the 
one she's got for you, my dear ! 


A NASTY ONE. 


Showman, Now's your chawnce, m'm; step in and see the 
shortest man on earth ! 


“AH! BITTER CHILL IT WAS.” 
Mfrs, Neverapenny (on the Sunday-dinner-meat-eheapening-crawl 


“T have never known anything like the cold this winter. I : 
but my hands into a basin of hot aes this morning, and before : ss with her worser half). No, thank yer, my man. If ever I want 
! could withdraw them they had frozen the whole contents of “Tf you don't give me your hand, George, T shall break my neck! tu see the shortest man ou earth, I've only got to ask my ‘ushand 
the basin into one solid lump of ice.” “And if you don’t give me yours I shall break my heart 1" for the ‘ouse-keeping money, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~ 


VALENTINE’s Day, like many another time-honoured and 
glorious institution, is in a bad way ; at least, that is the opinion 
of the Mildewed, Time was, 
when A, SLOPER was young 
and beautiful, that the morn- 
ing of the Mth brought him 
shoala of tender missives, 
profusely illustrated with 
Cupids, skewered — hearts, 
true lovers’ knots and other 
emblems of the tender pas- 
sion, Alas, all is chanzed ! 
With the exception of some 
half a dozen or so insulting 
coloured prints of particu. 
larly. hideous design, com- 
monly known as “ugly 
ones,” the Wreck receives 
no valentines whatever. A. 
SLoreEr’s physical charms 
have not decayed, surely? 
What can be. the reason 


s 
THE Mildewed Mound has 
this day conferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
W. B. GREEN, because he 
loves his ALLY. “ Feyther,” 
chortled the — blue-eyed, 
“from wot I seed of the noo 
F.O.8. when he brought you 
‘ome the night you took ‘im 
tothe Rumfoozlers’, ‘e seems 
a very nice sort of cove. 
Don't you think you could get ‘im to take me back to Bombay 
with ‘im and find me a job in ‘is Apollo Bunder Billiard 
Saloon? Anythink out of this ‘ere hatmosphere of booze 
and iniquity.’ But the Agid resented this remark as per- 
sonal, and once again did Alexandry fall a victim to a parcat’s 
outraged feelings. es 
s 


“THE Terriers” Fancy Dress Ball, at the Freemasons’ Tavern 
on Wednesday evening, was a huge go. The élite of the music- 
hall profession was present, and beauty beamed on A. SLOPER and 
toyed with his gentler feelings until it was time to join the merry 
milkman in his matutinal crawl. The F.0.M. took a great fancy 
to several lady “ Terriers.” ee 

s 


“ ANTI-FOOTBALLER” in an evening contemporary compares 
Football with Prize-fighting, and gives the palm to the latter 
ns the less brutal of the two sports. Probably “ Anti-Footballer” 
has never been in a sixteen feet ring witha slogger. He surely 
would sing a different tune if such had been the case. It seems to 
us very possible, in fact, that “ Anti-Footballer” has never even 
had the gloves on, es 

a 


It must not be supposed that because A. SLOPER'S name did 
not appear among the published list of guests, that the Mildewed 
Litterateur was not present at 
the Countess of Warwick's bal 
poudre, A. SLOPER was distinctly 
“all there,” and the unreasoning 
jealousy of a reptile press is solely 
responsible fer the important 
omission. The Wreck, as usual, 
got horribly mashed on a dozen 
or so verv charming little pet 
particularly — but ho, on secon 
thoughts, we won't mention 
names, If A, SLOPER wasn't o 
married man, dash it all, he’d— 
but these are idle tears. 


* 

Look out for * Warhawks; or, 
the Mysteries of the City,” the 
new serial rial Ped our champion 
ha'porth, Zarke! There's no 
doubt this will turn out to be 
one of the most remarkable tales 
ever written. The author is Mr. 
Douglas Stewart, and the illus- 
trator is Mr. A. 8. Forrest, so 
you can rely on something good. 
Mind, “ Warhawks!” the new 
story in ZLarks! If you once 
begin it, you'll go bang on to the 
tinish in a state of breathless 
excitement. *° | \ t 


SHOULD the House of Lorda continue their “ wrecking” bolloy 
throughout the present Session, the Government, it is rumoured, 
will create sufficient number of life peers to turn the present 
majority into a minority. Mr. McGooseley, Mr. McNab, and 
Mr. Iky Moses have already been nominated for pecrages. 

s 


The following from the Western Daily Mercury of February 4th 
is too good to be lost : 
Brune an February 3, at 17, Albert Road, Plymouth, 
the wife of T. G. Brien, of a stove. 
Well! 


Well!! Well!!! *.° 


THE Mildewed Moralist was greatly shocked to sce that in each 
of two cases which occupied the attention of the Divorce Court one 
day recently, the frail fair ones concerned had been Sunday school 
teachers. Mrs, Sloper is thinking of withdrawing Jubilee and the 
Twins. She doesn't want their infantile morals corrupted with the 
goings on o' them there teachers, not she! 


WE are all grateful to Mr. Hare for his revival of A Pair of 
Spectacles, 


ever, perhaps, has this fine comedian «ppeared to 
greater advan- 
tage than aa 
Benjamin 
Goldfinch in 
Mr. Grundy’s 
delightful 
work; neve, 
certainly, has 
Mr. Charles 
Groves given us 
wv finer charac- 
ter study than 
the shrewd. 
hard-headed 
manufacturer, 
who  “cooms 
from Sheffield,” 
The play is so 
w:llknownand 
appreciated 
that further 
comment on its 
merits is surely 
superfluous; 
but we would 
earnestly advise anyone who has never yet seen it to take this 
opportunity of doing so. There are. doubtless, thousands already 
familiar with it, who will flock to reuew their acquaintance, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Yes, A. SLOPER is very partial to the Royal Music Hall. First 
of all it is such a cosy little establishment; recondly, one is 
always certain of witnessing an enter- 
tainment of the Al order; and, lastly, 
but not least, the Eminent can alway < 
depend upon a bottle of extra speci: 
* Unsweetened " being pluced at his di-- 
posal by the genial manager, Arthur 
Swanborough. The programme has 
lately been an excellent one and has 
included, among many others, the 
names of Misses Violet Cameron, Clara 
Wieland and Marie Dainton, and Messrs. 
Fred Storey, Harry Grattan and Charles 
Bignell. ee 


In spite of the fact that Rochefort is 
again in France, nothing sensational 
hus yet occurred. The Government 
has not yet again been overthrown and 
no more than the ordinary number of 
duels have been fought. Probably the 
old gentleman has learnt wisdom during 
his sojourn in England. At any rate, 
he ought to have done so, as his inter- 
views with A. SLOPER were frequent. 


s 

Mr. MANAGING-DirecToR IMRE 
KIRALFY informs us that his Exhibition 
at Earl's Court is going to startle crea- 
tion. “Everything,” he goes on to say, 
“has been done on a liberal scale, an 
if it is not the biggest show on earth 
the fault will not lie with the manage- 
ment.” And in A, SLOPER'S opinion the fault will not lay with the 
public. Cockneydom will always appreciate and patronise quality. 


s 
TIMBER-TOPPING has been at a discount lately owing to the 
recent severe frost. We are pleased, though, to be enabled to assert 
that the weather has not affected the Skunk's appetite. In one 
meal alone ke, the other day, managed to devour Alexandry's socks, 
all the Old Man’'s underlinen—in fact, most of the family washing 
which had been hung out in the garden to dry. 


Ir there are any among our sporting readers who wish to hear 
the name of the Derby winner, they should pay a visit to the 
Princess's. The straight tip is given at this theatre every night. 


THE rumour that the Order of the Bath is to be conferred on the 
Honourable Billy is. of course, incorrect. An order fur a Bath Bun 
would be more in Billy’s line. « « 

s 


So long as England possesses men of the calibre of the brave 
captain and crew of the Lowestoft fishing smack Wildduwer, so 
long will England re- - 
tain her prestige both 
on land and gen, It is 
men such as these that 
have made our island 
home what it is; and 
A. SLOPER is pleased 
to hear that this dis- 
ey of British pluck 

as been rewarded in 
a practical manner, 


se 

ProFEssor WILLIS, 
F.0.8., the Court 
Magician, is still per- 
forming at the Royai 
Aquarium. This 
makes nearly two 
years the Professor his 
been delighting hs 
audiences at the Oia = - 
Stand, in Westminster, 
He really is part of the 
place now, | 


* 

How Time _ flies! 
This is the sixth year 
in succession that Mr. 
C. Weimar has imper- 
ronated ALLY in his Y 
novel entertainment 1 
on the music-hall stage. During those six years The Weimars have 
appeared in nearly every variety theatre in the United Kingdom, 
So much for The Weimare! So much for A. SLOPER! 


s 
ACCORDING to the Paris correspondent of the Standard, the 
morals of the French capital are going from bad to worse. This is 
ead, Hav'n't they got a Vigilance Society ora Mrs, Chant or some- 
thing to bring about a better state of affairs? 


s 
Mr. FRED Rome, on whom A. SLOPER recently conferred his 
“ Award of Merit.” has written to say that he takes the letters 
“¥.0.8.” to stand for Foad of Scotch. What can you do witha 
man like that? ee 
s 


Mrs. SLopen’s first evening concert of Mildew Court the other 
night was a big success. The duct entitled “Scales” by Master 
Boulanger Shakebacon and Miss Ginetta Margarine was given with 
considerable expression and finish, and other items in the pro- 
gramme deserving particular mention were “ Father Sleeping off 
the Booze,” touchingly rendered by Mr. Alexandry Sloper, and a 
magnificent recital of “The Soaker's Doom,” by the talented an 
popular hostess, ee 

s 


_ Ina daily contemporary “ A Third-class Passenger” calls atten- 
tion to “the outrages perpetrated on music to the annoyance of 
agit a on_ the 

nderground Rail- 
way.” After denounc- 
ing the Directors in 
language more forcib'e 
than polite he goes on 
to attack musical in- 
struments gencrally, 
reserving his most 
choice epithets for the 
humble and (in_ his 
opinion) unmelodious 
necordion, Music ix 
supposed to soothe the 
savage breast, but in 
the case of “A Third- 
class Passenger” it 
reems to have a con- 
trary effect. 


¢ 

WITH tears in his 
eyes has A, SLOPER 
read of the tremendous 
chastisement intlicted 
on Stoddart’s cricket- 
ing eleven by the 
Australians. What is 
the reason of the falling off on the part of our representatives? Tf 
they have copped a funk they had better brace themselves up with 
a few bottles of “ Unsweetened.” At any rate something more 
than 137 for two completed innings will be expected in the last 
match of the rubber. 


(Saturday, February 16, 1995 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs 


A CALENDAR Pou THK WEEK ENDING FEDRUARY 23np, 130, 
—~— % 


7th February, 1673.—Moliére, who died this day. , 
Pkt refused Christian burial, then usually denied to pen x 
it was, he was allowed no church solemnities, as 


18th February, 1887.—The hearing of the charges ,.. 
the ringleaders in the New Ross Workhouse riot commence ins 
day, but the police had great difficulty in getting the accuse ;,\” 
court-house, the female prisoners stripping themselves nak..| Mes 
defying the constables to tuke them through the streets real 
condition, At the opening of the case the Rev, Canon kn 
asked the magistrates to adjourn the hearing for a week, on wh 
he would guarantee there should be no disturbance in th. He 
time. The application was granted. When the police were |..." 
the court-house some stones were thrown, but no serious dine 
ances occurred, rt. 


19th February, 1887.—A newspaper of this date r,,;, 
that while the crew of the Ajax were being exercised in bi un rit 
off Innellan, Firth of Clyde,a shot from one of the guns of the ve... 
was seen to strike the water, and then ricochet with territic ,, : 
towards the shore. It struck the ground immediately adjoinin: . 
villa, entering the earth about ten yards from the north-eas, gibie 
wall, The shot madea hole in the ground about seven feet deep, vl 
uprooted four large trees, breaking them in per and seatterine 
the branches and fragments all over the roof of the building 
well asover the adjoining grounds, besides covering the roof of. 
house with stones. Every window in the place was broken, and 
great rents were made in the guble walls, the house, in fact, being 
rendered quite uninhabitable. The force of the projectile, +, 
after striking the ground aud doing this cousidernble damage, ws 
not yet quite spent, as the shot was carried about a quarter o a 
mile up the hill, afterwards rolling back for some distance, 


20th February, 1855.—The Queen this da: river 
cuapesy of Guards, ‘wounded in the Crimea, at "Buckingsas 
alace 


Qlst February, 1889.—Parisians manifested some inter: 
this day in the baptism of the female baby which had increas; 
the colony of Laplanders on view in the Jardin d’acclimatatin, 
The child, which was a deaf-mute, was christened “ Parisienne.” i, 
the Lutheran Church, and after the ceremony the parents and thei; 
friends were regaled at their temporary settlement in the Jardi 
with a feast of eggs, fish, meat and potatoes, washed down by a fex 
bumpers of champagne. 


22nd February, 1889.—A newspaper of this date sy;: 
“ An inquest has been held at Alpraham, Cheshire, on the bods of 
William Williams, a shoemaker, who committed suicide by any. 
ing himself. Deceased married a widow with sixteen children, x14, 
having se ted from her, became a hopeless drunkard. In sun. 
ming up the coroner said if there was one thing more than another 
which proved his insanity it was marrying a woman who was {| 
mother of sixteen children.” 


23rd February, 1885.—A very dreadful scene occurred this 
day in Exeter Gaol, when a murderer named Lee was to have bea 
hanged. The trap in the scaffold would not work, and after sever 
fruitless efforts the execution was abandoned. 


—_——_>—____ 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 


No. 8.—How W. Hiaains, EsQ., MADE A SNAP AT GOLcoyp,, 
AND Missep It. 
On! a hard-hearted youth was Billiam, 
And a lony-headed youth was he, 
With a talent for spvof, and an eye for the oof, 
That seldom surpassed could be. 
And a notion there came to Billiam 
On the second of Februnree : 
“To gain me some coin, I'll the Post Oftice join, 
And a postman auxiliary be. 
For a postman in London, I've heard people say. 
Gets a gold-mine of tips on St. Valentine's Day !” 


“When the gold-mine I've got,” quoth Billiam, 
“From Post Oftice work I'll vamoose!” 
Then he sought Arnold Morley. “Guod sir, lL am sorely 
In need of bread, butter and boo—beg pardon, 
shoes ! 
And Arnold took pity on Billiam, 
And sweetly he murmured, “To me 
You need render no thanks ; you shall join in my ranks, 
And a postman auxiliary be. 
For we'll need extra hands to take out the array 
Of foul missives and fair on St. Valentine's Day !"” 


On St. Valentine's Day bold Billiam 
Strode up to the office with joy : 
Aud his boss to him spake, “1 have booked you to take 
ALLY SLOPER'S epistles, my boy!” 
And for eight long hours poor Billiam 
Careered, as if breaking his neck 
"Twixt St. Martin's le Grand (with vile daubs in his hand) 
And the home of the world-famous Wreck. 
And all that he got, in the tip-grabbing way, 
Was twelve kicks from that Wreck on St. Valentine's Day! 


—--—_.»—__—_——_— 


MAN'S MEANNESS, ONCE AGAIN! ; 

It was the old, old, grey-bearded and chestnutty story; she'l 
married a man twenty years older than herself on account of his 
money, and, now that the moon of honey was fourteen or liftern 
moons gone by, she began to realise that she'd still have to wait tv 
handle the quids until the living encumbrance she had taken with 
them should sleep beneath the noddiug daisies, The way that old 
sinner clung to his money was fairly disgusting ! . 

“ Doddy,” she'd say in her wheedling way (his front name bein: 
Dodgastia), “oose little woman wants to go and see if there are 
any cheap curtains at Cally and Coe’s clearauce sale to-day—ii'¢ 
pounds will do?” 

“Five pounds forcurtains !” gasped old Dod, “ Pray, who want: 
curtains, madam?” 

“Why, we do, old silly.” 

“ And what for, permit me to ask?” 

“ Well—for the bedroom windows, to start with.” H 
' oo do you want with curtains ut the bedroom windows 
‘or 

“For one thing, because my duchease table stands between the 
windows, and the Smitherwicks and the Peterkiffins and all t« 
neighbours can see me when | go up to do my hair.” 

The old man thought a minute, and then said gravely : 7 

“Millicent, do you think they have seen you yet—with yeu! 
rat's tails down and held in your mouth, aad a bath-towel ovr 
your shoulders /” 

“No—er—I think not.” es, 

“All right, then—wait till they do—they'll buy the curtai:. 
then, depend upon it!” 

Hateful old r! And he aren't die; will probably hang ¢! 
until he hears that the price of erépe has gone up! 


——_@—____ 
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THE IDEAL HUSBAND. 


Certain writers, who have recently written in magazines, etc., as to what 
tale te asa Husband, have decided that he must, above all, be “ A Good 


wider.” ) 


“WHAT constitutes an 


Fie 


/ Ideal Hub?” 
CA ith gg Has lately been the 


query— 
The query asked at each 


e-clu 
| By _every anxious 
“ dearie.” 
Must he be tall? Must 
he be trim 
At home a good abider ? 
What is the chiefest 
point of him? 


And lo! each she 
 _ Declares that he 
Must be a “Good Pro- 
vider.” 


‘Twould seem_ these 
onecls bright and 
ir 


(Of course, we mean 
these ladies) 
For mere “behaviour” 
do not care— 
And e’en Love in the shade is! 
In fact, the Ideal Hub. may be 
In most things an “outsider” ; 
But he must be well-oofed, you see, 
Of & 4.4. 
And P li oe 
A really Good Provider. 


—_.—————_ 


A TRIFLE AWKWARD. 

THERE is no use in disguising it—Mr. Notherglass was not quite 
mself when he returned to 57 Mortarfield Terrace after the 
ub smoker. He was dimly conscious of the fact as he assisted 
inself up the steps with the aid of the railing ; he was more than 
er impressed by it as he realized the difticulty of selecting the 
ht keyhole from the dozen or two that danced before him. 

But he found it at last, and pushing open the door, entered the 
mly lighted hall with a stealth born of long practice and a 
holesome and not altogether groundless fear of what his lady 
ight have to say on the subject. 

Here the physical exhaustion entailed by his recent efforts began 
tell, and ir. Notberginas noiselessly closing the door eolleneed 
acefuliy upon the mat. He was very tired and sleepy, the 
ition, though a tritle 
raughty, was not alto- 
ther an uncomfortable 


wards sobering 
sina Whole case of soda 
ater would haveaccom- 
lished. 
A man was slonly 
cerning the atairs to 
is wife's roam, 
% moment the 

of burglars 
into Nother- 
lass’s brain to be as 4 
uickly dismissed, A moment's reflection was enough to assure 
im that burglars do not pursue their calling attired in their 
ressing gown and slippers. As he sat staring after the retreat- 
ng figure ® woman's voice called down from the landing: “ Is 
at you, love?” 
“Yes, pet, all right,” responded the dressing-gowned figure, 
ntinuing to ascend. 
Only for 2 moment longer. With a wild yell of half-drunken 
ty, Notherglass bounded up after him, and fell upon the 
stroyer of his domestic happiness. A rp of astonishment, an 
aculation, a brief tussle, and the pair rolled over and over down 
he whole flight of six and twenty stairs, 
A furious struggle, a woman's wild screams, a flashing of lights, 
battering at the door, and Notherglass and his adversary were 
orm asunder by the brawny arm of» man in blue. 
“Constable, 1—1 give this man in charge,” stuttered Nother- 
ass, “* he—he—what is he doing in my house?” 
“What are you doing in mine, you scoundrel!" thundered the 
pet “how dare you assault me under my own roof?” 

ours ¢ 

“Yes, mine, you rascal! Younghut is my name, sir, and if L 
istake not yours is Notherglass from next door.” 
Then the wretched man aaw it all. 
He'd gone into the wrong house. 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 23.—THE TIVOLI Girt. 
2. A. SLOPER is a sinful man, 
2 And, though I'm full of 
: charity, 
Accuse him truthfully I can 
O£ much irregularity. 
But heavily his nose [ll bash 
(Or, as Pathrick calls it, 
hivvily !) (mash 
For having dared of late to 
My sweetheartat the Tivoli! 


All in that home of dance and 
song 
Sits SLOPER with his better- 


alf, 

And to his wife 

he lisps ere- 
long : 

“My dear, I 

needs must 


get—er— 
half 
Of bitter at the 
ar,” n 
she, 
To whom he 
speaks 60 
civilly, 


Dreams not he's gone to gaze with glce 
On my sweetheart at the Tivoli! 


Now, SLoPEr fills the world with mirth, 
_ _ And makes existence jolly be: 

And, should he vanish from our earth, 
Our earth would melancholy be, 

But, all the same, he'll perish soon : 
1 tell you, reader, privily, 

‘11 kill the wretch who's dared to spoon 
On my sweetheart at the Tivoli ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


—— 


112 Feet Street, Lonpon, E.C., Frb. 5th, 1895. 
DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—I have to acknowledge with many thanks 
the receipt of the “ Award of Merit"’ you have been good enough 
to send me. It alrewy occupies a prominent place on my wall, 
and I naturally feel it 1 great compliment to have been included 

among the prominent people who have received the * Award.” 
Yours faithfully, Epcar 5S, Parpon. 
—_——— 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 18,—ALGERNON ABSINTHE SLOPER, 
Born, 1436. Murdered in his Crll, 1483. 

France isa fickle nation, and it was just as bad in the time of 
Warwick Whortleberry. The late baron had admittedly accom- 
fisted its independence, and the country rewarded him with a 

ig funeral, and erected a costly statue to his nemory in the Rue 
de la Slopaire; one of the many historic treasures afterwards 
destroyed during the First Revolution. This was all very nice and 
just as it should have been, but it was when Algernon Absinthe, 
the new baron, delicately hinted that something in the way of 1 
pension to the late lamented’s son and widow would be addition. 
ally satisfactory, that the consturbance commenced. Warwick 
Whortleberry, said the French Ministers, was “all right.” He'd 
supported them, they admitted, and they'd supported him, but 
they really couldn't do the same for his family. Hia State funeral 
expenses had greatly excceded the original estimate, and there 
promised to be a difliculty in getting the account jassed by the 

‘jnance Committee. Algernon Absinthe could have « commission 
in the Army if he chose, but that no oof was to be had he might 
Lg as odds to any amount with perfect safety. 

bis was a terrible blow to Algernon Absinthe. His father had 
left little behind him but his curse on the English, and this last 
wasn't much of a security to raise money on. Algernon Absinthe, 
like many young men of his time, possessed a nice taste for 
extravagance, and had not scrupled to indulge it, but the instant 
his numerous creditors got wind of his true financial position 
their little bills began to pour in with embarrassing rapidity. 

But Algernon Absinthe was a very wise young man, and he at 
once came to the conclusion that the country of the Gaul was a 
trifle too salubrious for his constitution. Sceretly he made his 
plans, and one fine morning, when the Sheriff's officers arrived to 
take the young baron to chokey, that young noble and his mother 
were safe aboard a lugger bound for the shores of England. 

His first care on arrival, was to kid the Government that he had 
possessed himself of valuable State secrets, which would aid them 
in regaining their lost power in France. This little ruse proinptly 
obtained him the restoration of his estates which had been cunfis- 
cated when Warwick Whortleberry commenced to whop the 
English. The Baroness, his mother, was still charming, and had 
brought over several latest French fashions in her wardrobe, and 
both she and her courtly son received a warm welcome in society. 
Fetes were held in their honour, and their welcom: back to the 
castle was almost 2 semi-state ceremony, Oxen were roasted in 
the grounds, and there was not a serf upon the estate who re- 
covered his sobriety under a week. 

Algernon Absinthe chose a bride from one of the greatest and 
most powerful families of the time, and quartered his wife's ducal 
arms with the Sloperian bearings. Throughout the great struggle 
known as the Wars of the Roses, he took a prominent part, 
sometimes asa Yorkist, then as a Lancastrian, just os the fortunes 
of the respective causes rose and fell, When Sir Robert Bracken- 
bury refused to murder the little Princes in the Tower Richard 
II}. offered the job to Algernon Absinthe, and upon the latter 
also refusing to dye his hands in gore, the fiery Gloucester 
ordered his instant committal to the Tower. The same night hired 
Semone entered his cell,and Algernon Absinthe met his awful 

loom, 

(Zo be continued next weck.) 


—_————— 


GARDENER AND COOK. 


HE rears a countless floral host 
With tenderest fostering care : 
But the choicest tlower his tribe can boast: 
He brings his fair to wear. 
Then casts on her, with eyes aglow, 
A proud and amorous look ; 
And arm-in-arm to church they go, 
My gardener and my cook. 


No lady in the land could wish 
A cleverer cook than she ; 

But the gardener gets as rich a dish 
As ever is cooked for me. 

And ne'er, o’ winter evenings, through 
My kitchen duor I look. 

] leave them undisturbed to woo— 
My gardener and my cook. 


They've rearcd a rose in Love's domain, 
On Love's sweet food they've fea ; 

And, though I fain would keep the twain, 
Yet ere n month has fled 

For skilful cook and gardener strong 
Once more L'll have to look : 

For the * Royal Oak” will then belong 
To my gardener and my cook ! 


—_.————— 


CONSIDERATE! 


THE frost had frozen the pipes, and the thaw had burst them, 
drenching the landing walls of Rosebud Villa, Lower Stucco 
Terrace, Merton, and stripping them of their marbled paper ton 
pitiable extent. And the prim, elderly, and withal niiag and 
rheumatic, Miss Priscilla Pickwinckitt had: sent three times down 
to Mr. Mortermill, the builder, who was also her landlord, without 
his taking the slightest notice. 

“It's positively disgra-eful,” the poor lady chortled, when at 
length she ran the man of bricks to ground in his little office on 
some new buildings, “and I can’t think how you can expect any- 
one to live in a house in such a state. Nota square yard of paper 
on the hall, anywhere, and the draughts pouring iu—I'm sure I 
shouldn't wonder if I caught my death——” ; 

“S'welp me bob you've just hit it, Miss!" cried the lime- 
hespattered brute, banging his fist down on his little desk, “that’s 
jest the bloomin’ point.” 

“What is?” 

“Why, you a-frightenin’ verself into a cold that may prove fatal 
jest as I'm thinkin’ the job over. When I sees you more settlec 
an’ ‘appy in yer mind, an’ back in yer usual health, up goes that 
paper, and not before !" 

* And why. pray?” P 

“ Because I've had experience. J ain't a-goin to put up a brand 
new paper as'll cost me ninepence a piece, an’ then you go an’ die 
—as you say you're doin'—to have it all knocked about, and 
scratched, and torn down by the edges o’ your coffin as they're 
a-gettin’ it out——” 

“Wretch!” shricked Miss Pickwinckitt, as, aap up a 
sample red Bracknell facing-brick which a traveller had left, she 
struck him senseless to the tloor, and picked her way back through 
the mud to Stucco Terrace. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
A HIGHLY-Perfimed Young Lady: The myrrh-maid, 
DECLINED “With Thanks”: The schoolboy who said “ gratiia.” 
Ose thinks there should be no dice in Paradige: but what price 
its last syllable? 
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THE REVOLT OF GHIBER 


—— 


CHAPTER XIl. 


Mrs. Mutey Pasa No. 1 was a passionate woman, and as 
the clandestine 


jealous as she was passionate. The discovery of 
meeting between 
Rhombo Baladdin 
and the 38th sec- 
tion of her widow- 
hood was enough 
to put her ina 
towering passion, 
and this passion 
kept her in a con- 
iderable wrath 
during a whole 
night and a part 
of next day. It 
was lucky for the 
lovers that she 
possessed herself 
in peace towards 
them, for had she 
acted on her first 
impulse both 
would at once 
have got the order 
of the sack, and 
the deeps of the 
Bosphorus would 
have received 
them for their 
prey. 

But Mra. Muley 
No. 1 became 
calmer. And as 
she became 
calmer she reasoned with some degree of wisdom. Rhombo Balad- 
din had carried off her jewels. If she handed him over to the 
tender mercies of the executioners of her behests, these jewels 
would be for ever lost to her, for she would never know where 
Rhombo had placed them. She decided that she must dissemble, 
She must yet Rhombo in her power—she must find out where he 
had concealed the jewels—she must get them out of his hands— 
then let her vengeance fall. She would marry the Grand Vizier 
rather than have no husband, and she would have her vengeance 
on the Giaour who had deceived her. 

One at least of the hated pair might fall a victim to her ven- 
geance without undue delay—and, happy thought, she might even 
intensify the pleasure she hoped to enjoy Ne gratified revenge by 
making Rhombo Baladdin the unconscious instrument of her fell 


In a towering passioin 


purpose. 

With subtle deviltry Mrs. Muley Pasha No. 1 thought out her 
scheme, and she 
chuckled with 
fiendish joy as she 


worked it into 
completeness, As 
soon as she had 
mastered all the 
details she sent a 
message for Rhom- 
bo Baladdin, and 
that gentleman 
entered the pre- 
sence of Widow 
No. 1 quite uncon- 
scious of the fate 
which that lady 
had measured out 
for him. 

“How do your 
arrangements pro- 
gress, Rhombo, 
dear?” she asked. 

“They are most 
complete. The 
ship sailsto-night ; 
theluapags willbe 
put on rd from 
my lodgings as 
soon as you como 
ashore, and we 
will ig! together.” 

hy 


Quite unconscious of the fate. 


time,” 
Muley. “At what hour will the ship sail, dearest?” 

“Atten. You must join me at half-past nine at the back gate 
of the harem. We will then row ashore, get the remaining 
luggage, and go on board the ship.” 

* Have you much luggage to put on board?” snid Mrs. Muley. 

“Only what you bring, and the jewel hag,” said Rhombo,. 

“Ah i age jewel bag. Well, I will be ready to the minute. 
But, Rhombo, dear, [ wish you to come at eight o'clock. I havea 
ginal job for you to do before I leave here. Do you know I hate 
the Grand Vizier so much that I am determined to leave nothing 
of any value behind me.” 

“ Yea," said Rhombo. 

“ And what I cannot take L will dispose of—destroy.” 

“T understand.” 

“Come at eight, then, sharp—and you will learn what I want." 

“1 will be there 
to a minute,” said ; 
Rhombo, as he left 
her presence, and 
cast many er 
glances as he 
passed out with a 
view to see if he 
could have an in- 
terview, however 
short, with Mrs. 
Muley No. 38, 

“Yea, you will 
learn more, Rhom- 
bo Baladdin, And 
the jewel bag will 
be well ca for 
without your in- 
terference. Oh, 
how I hate the 
wretches,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Muley 
No.1. “ But [will 
be revenged on 
both, and will [ 
make the one the 
means of destroy- 
ing the other. 
Then when I step 
ashore and the bag 
of jewels is once 
more in my hands, 
my faithful slave 
will put a bow. 
string round your neck, Rhombo Baladdin, will softly whisper what 
has become of your paramour, and you will join her wherever 
she may be. Dead men tell no tales, and a cook more or less 

—and a Giaour cook at that—will not matter much.” 


(Zo be continued next week.) 


Many cager glances, 
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THB “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. : SISTERLY ADVICE. 


“Look ‘ere, Muggins! if you're goin’ to dex 
and your ‘ome in this way, dashed if I don’ cee 
iengy atest 6 go bark t, 


iS 


WW, 
ait 


No. 364.—Mr. R. Suanre, F.0S. 

“Ever resty to encourage talent and industry, A. SLOVER 
has pleasure in placing before his readers the portrait of an 
individual who possesses both. Our hervis primarily a publican, 
which, of course, av the HA nical realcr, accom for the weeks 

a intance with him, A. SLOPKR can afford to ignore the 
ease and go ps to remark that Mr. Sharpe rel well of Cisste (aged 7). What is the meaning of B.A.. after the new Curate’s name, Annie? elf fa en 
mankind for other reasons than those supplied by the fact of nnie, Bachelor o! r % -made Man. Haven't got a pair of buots to you 
being praprictor of the snuggest little inn Vroamd Bognor, if, c 5 Hes beloc of Asrta..to.be sure ; P i feet,eh ? Well, I started life barefooted. u 
indeed, any other reasons were wanted. For the Rising Sun at Cissiv. Bachelor,eh? Another chance for you girls; don't Iet him slip through your fingers as you did zene: Did you really, guv’nor? Well, I never dij 
North Bersted, of which our hero is host, is a veritable show the last. hear tell o’ anybody born with bis boots on. 
place, fur does it not contain hee fess Subike baer Room, 
over which mvriads have marvelled and the host spent five years 
of his life? Would you see £28,000 worth of postage stamps ALMOST AN ACCIDENT. 
decorating the walls and ceiling of an apartment in numerous 
quaint designs, journey you to the Rising Sun, gaze upon this 
wondrous sight, and put your scrawl in the visitors’ book, as 
Mr. Gladstone, Lord Walter Gordon Lennox, Sir Robert Raper, 
A. SLOPER and other celebrities have done Lefore you. Chiefly 
because he's as Sharpe as they make ‘em our bero was create! 
F.0.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
Uctober 10th, 1891."— Debrett Improved, 


| 
A 


+ 


rake 


Disgust of the Living Skeleton at having a bottle of “ Anti- 
Vorpulenta” sent him as a valentine. He says be wouldn't have 
winded if be'd been the Fat Woman, 


qd) Anxious Parent. Look “ere, Billy ! you take partic’ler notice w'ere you goes leals to!—(5) 'Arry 'Opkins. Ain't it horful, Billy, to think of them ‘anleucl 
a-skatin’, and don't git brought ‘ome ‘ere a frozen corp to wring your mother’s ‘art, — coppers cut horf suiden by such watery wetness as that there? Billy Perkins. \t 
without you want me to skin yer! illy Perkins. Right y‘are, missus! keep yer ‘air are ! but we've had it very nice an’ quiet since they dove under, and teacher savs we 
on !—(2) Policeman. Now you lads, hoff yer come! the hice ain't safe! D'jeer? — should be thankful for all fortin’, you know, ‘Arry.—(6) And, indeed, Billy's 
Billy Perkins. Yar} come an’ fetch us orf then, ugly! Don't you mind ‘im, ‘Arry! fond mother could not find it in her heart to chide her disobedient boy on his return, 
——(3) That's right, ‘Arry ! come on, let's tike ‘em over the thin parts w'ere it’s as she thought of the fatal accident which tt have occurred had his tonnaz 
deep and see if we can't drownd ‘em !—(4) Hor, hor, hor! I thought that'd do for been equal to that of the defunct policemen. No; she strained the little truant to 
‘em! Lor, hor! Wot a giine, ain't it? That's wot yer bluomin’ p'lcece interference _ her breast with glad tears of gratitude. How holy is a mothcr's love! 


SO NEAR AND YET so FAR. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. HE WAS OFF IT. 


H 
“Throwing stones again, Archie, at the conservatory. Tell 
oe people in glass Louses ought todo?” “Pull down the 


MENADE | 


= >—-" 


FRO 


é 2 ‘ 5 It tonk the Honourable a long time to Tertie had heard a fot abont the naughtiness of es 
; ; “Ah, Mr. Jones! how the scars do fly; wonkl som believe work up his courage. for she wits horribly Empire, but when he came up from the country to sce 8" 
“Jrish hams, indaic! Au’ who a'ye think phwants to buy it? Tam very near twenty-five.” “Never mind. my dear haughty, and the way she withered Luu it was like fur bimself—well. uo wonder he flew But + 
Cork legs? Mrs. Smith, you are getting further from it every day.” when he did—well, there! was only a Lady Vigilant having a sniff round. 
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